
The Tragedy of Hamlet 

leave betimes. Jet be. 

A table prepared, Drums, Trumpets, stud Officers with cufhions 

Hamlet > co ™>™6 take thishand from me. 
B^ V , emey ° Ur P^ on , fir > Ihavedone you wrong. 

But pardon t as you are a Gentleman : this prelence knowes 
Andyoi, muft needs have heard how I amST 
With a fore diftraftion,- what I have done P 

Rnnahi 18 ! 1 ' honour > and exception 

Roughly awake, I here proclaime was madnefle 

Tflr C Camlet wrong’d Laertes ? neverS/«- 
It Hamlet from himfelfe be taneaway, 

And when hee’s not himfelfe does wrong Laertes, 

Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet denies it : 

Who does it then ? his madnefle : if ' t be fo, 

Hamlet is of the faftion that is wronged. 

His madnetTeis poore Hamlets enemy ; 

Let my declaiming from a purpos’d evil 1 

Iam Satisfied in nature, 

Whofe motive in this cafe fhould ftirre me mo ft 
, n m y. r< -venge,but in my tearmes of honour 
Iflandaloofe.and will no reconcilement 

Mbyfomeelder Mailers of knowne honour 

I bavea voice and prefident ofpeacT 
t A?/ name l,n S or ’ d 5 b ‘tt all that time 

to broto, w'ager 

Give us the (biles. 

Luer . Come, one for me. 

latr, Youmocke me fir. 

Ham % 



Time of Denmark© 

Ham- No by thishafld. I *"> 

Xw.Give them the foi Is young Ofrickjcohnnam- 
You know the wager. 

Ham. Very well my Lord : 

Your Grace has laid the oddes a*th weaker fide* 

King* I doe not fearc it, I have feen yon both; 

But fince he is better we have therefore oddes. 

Laer . This is too heavie, let me lee another. 

.This likes me wel,thefe foils have alia length 
Oftr. I my good Lord. 

King. S$ t me the (loops of wine upon the table ; 

It Hamlet give the firll or fecond hit. 

Or quit in anfwer of the third exchange. 

Let all the battlements their Ordnance fire ; 

The King (hall drink to Hamlets betterbreath. 

And in the cup an Onyx (hall he throw 
Richer than that which foure fucceffive Kings 
In Denmark* Crown have worn. Give me the ctlpSj 
And let the Kettle to the Trumpet fpeafec, ; ( ; 

The Trumpeo tp* the Caftoneer without, no j : 

The Cannons to the heavens, the heavens to earth. 

Now the King drinkes to Hamlet ' come begin 
And you the Judges beare a warie eye. ‘ ‘ . 

Ham . Come on fir. 

Kaer. Come my Lord. 

Ham, One^ 

Laer . No. 

Ham, Judgement. 

Oftr. A hit, a very palbable hit. DrumftrmmjeUyandJhot, 

Laer- Well, againe. Flourijh,.a Peece goes off. 

King. Stay, give me drinke, Hamlet this pearle is thine, 

Here's o t hy health : give him the cup. 

Ham. lie play t his bout firft, fet it by awhile. 

Come, another hit, what fay y ou ? 

Laer. I doe confeft. 

King. Our fonne (hall win- 
Quee. Hee’s fat and fcant of breath. 

Here Hamlet , tak^my napkin, wipe thy browes : 
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